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Vi.

The Secret of a Cellar,

We in the King's dressing
room—Fritz von Tarlenheim, Sapt and
1. I fung myself exhnusted into an
armchair. Sapt lit his pipe. He uttered
no congratulations the marvelous
success of our wild risk, but his whole
bearing of satisfaction.
The triumph, alded, perhaps, by good
wine, had made & pew man of Fritz.

Were

on

was eloguent

“What a day for you to remember!™
he cried. “Gad, 1I'd like to be a King|
for 12 hours myself! But, Rassendyll, |
you mustn’t throw your heart too much |
into the part. 1 don’'t wonder Black|
Michael looked blacker than ever—yon
and the Princess had so much to s ta
one another."”

“How beautiful she is!” 1 exclaimed. |

“Never mind the woman,” growled
Sapt. *“Are you ready to start?” :

“Yeu" said 1, with a sigh.

It was § o'clock, and at 12 I should
be no more than Rudolf Rassendyll. 1|
remarked on it in a joKing tone, [

“*You'll be lueky,” observed Sapt|
grimly, “if you're not the late Rudolf |
Rassendyll. By Heaven! I feel my
head wobbling on my shoulders every |
minute you're in the city. Do vou |
know, friend, that Michael has had
news from Zenda? He went into a
room alone 1o reau i and he came out
looking like a man dazed.”

“I'm ready,” sald 1, this news making
me n the more eager to linger,

Sapt =at down,

“1 must write
the city.

on

us an order to leava
Michael's Governor, yvou know,
and we must be prepared for hind-
rances. You must sign the order.”

“My dear Colonel, I've not been bred
a forger!™

Out of his pocket Sapt produced a
piece of paper.

“There's the King's signature,” he
said, "and here,” he went on, after
another scarch in his pocket, “is some
tracing paper. If you can't manage a
*Rudoll’ in 10 minutes, why—I can.”

“Your education has been moretoms-
prehensive than mine,” said 1. *You
write "

And a very tolerahle forgery did this
versiatile hero produce.

“Now, Iritz,” said he, “the King goes
to bed. He is upset. No one is to see
him till 4 o'clock to-morrow, You un-
derstand—no one?"

*1 understand,"” answered Fritz,

“Michael may come, and claim im-
mediate audience. You'll answer that

_only Princes of the blood are entitied
“to it."”
N annoy Michael,” laughed

“Ymm quite understand?” asked Sapt
again. “If the door of this room is
apened while we're away vou're not to
be allve to tell us about it.,"

“I need no schooling, Colonel,” said
Fritz, a trifle haughtily.

“Here, wrap vourself In this big
~loak,” Sapt continued to me, “and put
on this flat cap. My orderly rides with
me to the shooting lodge to-night.”

“There's an aobstacle,” 1 obszerved.
“The horse doesn’t live that can carry
me 40 miles.”

*Oh, yes, he does—two of him: one
heére—one at the lodge. Now are you
ready ?”

“I'm ready,” said 1.

Fritz held out his hand.

“In case”" s=aid he; and we shook
hands heartily.

“Damn your sentiment!”
Bapt. “Come along.”

He went, not to the door, but to a
panel in the wall.

“In the old King's time,”
knew this way well."

I followed him, and we walked, as I
should estimate, near 200 vards along
n narrow passage. Then we came to a
stout oak door. Sapt unlocked it. We
passed through, and found ourselves in
a quiet street that ran along the back
of the palace gardens. A man was
waltlng for us with two horses. One
was 4 magnificent bay, up to any
weight; the other a sturdy brown. Sapt
gigned to me to mount the bay., With-
out & word to the man we mounted and
rode away. The town was full of noise
and merriment, but we took secluded
ways. My cloak was wrapped over half
my face; the capaclious flat eap hid
cevery lock of my telltale halr, By Sapt’'s
directions 1 erouched on my saddle, and
rode with such a roynd back as 1 hopea
never to exhibit on a horse again. Down
a long, narrow lane ‘we went, meeting
some wanderers and =ome rolsterers;
and as we rode we heard the cathedral
bells still clanging out their welcome to
the King. It was 6:30 and still light.
At Inst we ciime to the city wall and to
& Eate,

*“Have your weapon ready,” whisper-
ed Sapt. “We must stop his mouth if
he talks.”

I put my hand on my revolver., Sapt
halled the doorkecper. The stars fought
for us! A little girl of 14 tripped out.

“Please, sir, father's gone to see the
King.”

“He'd better have stayved here,” sald
Sapt to me, grinning.

“But he sald I wasn't to open the
Eate, =ir"”

“Did he, my dear?" sald Sapt, dis.
mounting. *"Then give me the key."

The key was in the child’s hand., Sapt
gave her a ¢roewn.

“Here's an order from
Show it to your father,
the gate!™

I leaped down., Between us we rolled
biack the great gate, led our horses out,
and cloged it aguin,

*“T1 shall be sorry for the doorkecper
if Michael finds out that he wasn't
there. Now, then, lad, for a canter. We
musin't go too fast while we're near
the town."

Once, however, outside the clty
ran little danger, for evervbody clse L8
Inside, merry-making; and as the even-
ing fell quickened our pace, my
splendid horse bounding slong under
me a5 though 1 had been a fenther,
was a fine night, and presently the moon
appeared. We talked little on the way,
and chicfly about the progress we were
making.,

“I wonder what the Duke's dispatches

™ said I, once.

e, I wonder!” responded Sapt.
stopped  for a draft of wine
padt our horses, losing haif an
hour thus 1 dared not go nto the inn,
and stay worses In the stable,
Then we went ophead again, and had
covered soma 11 and-twenty miles
when Sapt abruptly stopped.
" he eried.
Ay
i

growled

said he, "I

the King.
Orderly, open

W

us, in
was Just
of horees
strong bio-
P s

I glaneced at

, Tar behingd
1 cvening—it
9:230—we heard the L
hoois. The wi blowing
hind us, earricd the sound.
Sapt.

“Come on!™ he cried, and spurred his
horse into gallop, Whoen we uext
paused to listen the hool-beats were uut
audible, und we relaxed our pace. When
¢ heard tahem agein. Sapi jurped
down and lald his cer o the grojud.

“There ore twa)'" he szid.  ““They're
only & mile beh'nd. Thank God, the
road curves e and out, and the wind's
our wawv."”

We gallaped on. We socmied to be
hold'nz our own., We had entered the

-

*

trecs, closing In behind us as the track
zigged and zagged, prevented us seeing
our pursuers, and them from seeing us,

Another half hour brought us to a
divide of the road. Sapt drew rein.

“To the right is our road,” he sald.
“To left, to the castle. Each about
eight miles. Get down.”

“Hut they'll be on u=!" T eried.

“Get down!" he repented brusquely,
and I obeved.

The wood was dense up to the very
edge of the rond. We led our horses
into the covert, bound handkerchicls
over their eyves, and stood beside them.

“You want to see who they are?” 1
whispered.

“Aye, and where they're going.'
answered.
1 saw

hand.

Nearer
The

he

that his revolver was in his

and nearver came the honfs
moon shone out now clear and
full, so that the road was white with
It. The groand was hard, and we had
left no traces.
“Here they come!™
“It's the Duke!”
“1 thought = he
It was the Duke, and with him a
buriy fellow whom I knew well, and
who had cause to know me afterward—
Max Holf, brother to Johann the Keep-
er, and body servant to his Highness
They were up to us; the Duke reigned

whispered Sapt.

answoerod,
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up. I saw Sapt's finger curl lovingly
toward the trigger. 1 believe he would
have glven 10 years of his life for o
shot:; and he could have picked off
Blauck Michael as easily as [ could a
barn-door fowl in a farmyard. 1 lald
my hand on his arm. He nodded reas-
suringly: he was always ready to sacri-
fice inclination to duty.

“Which way?"” asked Black Michnel,
“To the castle, your Highness," urged
his companion, *There we shall learn
the truth.”

For an instant the Duke hesitated,
1 thought I heard hoofs” =aid he.
“I think not, vour Highness™

“Why shouldn't we go to the lodge?”
“I fear a trap. If all is well, why go
to the lodge? If not, it's a snare to
trap us"

Suddenly the Duke’s horse neighed.
In an instant we folded our cloaks close
round our horses’ heads,. and, holding
them thus, covered the Duke and his
attendant with our revolvers, If they
had found us they had been dead men
or our prisoners.
Michael waited
Then he cried:

“To Zenda then!” and setting spurs
to his horse, galloped on.

Sapt ralsed his weapon after him, and
there was such an expression of wistful
regret on his face that 1 had much ado
not to burst out langhing,

For 10 minutes we stayved where we
were.

“You see,” said Sapt,
him news that all is well.”
“What does that mean?" T asked.
“God knows' said Sapt, frowning
heavily. “Buot it's brought him from
Strelsau in a rare puzzle”

Then we mounted, and rode” fast as
onr weary horses could lay their feet to
the ground. For those last eight miles
we spoke no more., Our minds we
full of apprehension.  “Al

What did’it mean? Was all well with
the King?

At last the lodge came in sight. Spur-
ring our horses to a last gallop, we rode
up 1o the gate, All was still and quiet
Not a soul came to meel us, We dis-
mounted in haste. Suddenly Sapt caught
me by the arm.

“Look here!” he sald, pointing to the
ground.

I looked down. At my fect lay five or
six sllk handkerchlefs, torn and slashed
and rent., 1 turned to him questioning-
“They're what I tied the old woman
up with,” said he. "Fasten the horses
and come along.”

The handle of the door turned with-
out resistance, We passed into the room
which had been the scenc of last night's
bout. It was still strewn with the rem-
nants of our meal and with empty bot
tles,

“Comee In'” erled Sapt, whose marvel-
ous composure hid at lust almost given
WY,

We rushed down the passage toward
the cellara. The deor of the coal cel-
lar stood wide open,

“*They found the old woman," safd 1.

“You might have known that from
the handkerchiefs,” he saldd,

Then we came opposite the door of
the wine cellar. It was shut. It looked
In all respects s it had looked when we
left it that morning.

“Come; IU's all right,'” sald T.

A loud oath from Sapt rang out. IHis
faco turned pale, and he pointed again
at the tloor. From under the door a
rod stain had spread over the floor of
the passage and dried there. Sapt sank
winst the opposite wall, tried the
door. It was locked.

“Where's Josef 7" mutiered Sapt,

“Where's the King?" 1 responded.

Sapt took out a flask nnd put It to his
dps. T ran back to the dining-room,
and sclzed a heavy poker from the fire-
place. In my terror aml excitement 1
rained blows on the lock of the door,
I fired a cartridge into it. It gave

and the Jdoor swung open.
ilve me n Heht,'" said I; but Sapt
atill lesned ngainst the woll,

Ho . O course, . more moved than
I, for ke loved his master. Afraid for
lhimszelf he was nol—no man ever saw
him that; bul to think what might lie
in that dark eeliar wad cnough to turn
any man’s foce prle. 1 went mysclf,
and took a silver candlestick from the
ilaing-table and streck o lzaht, and ay
I reteraced T felt the hot wuax drip on
nz paked hand as the candle swayed to

o thut I cannot afford to de-
o Coll sSapt (or his agitation,
I came to the door ef the cellnr. The

a moment longer.

“they've sent

1

V.

outskirts of the forest of Zcuda, and the

dull brown, stretched inside. T walked
two yvards into the cellar, and held the
candle high above my head. 1 saw the
full bins of wine: I saw spiders crawl-
ing on the walls; I saw, too, a couple of
empty bottles lving on the floor; and
ithen, away In the corner, 1 saw the
‘hody of a man, Iyving flar on his back,
with his arms strotched wide, and a
crimson gash across his throat. I walk-
ed to him and knelt down beside him,
and commended to God the =oul of o
faithful man. For it was the body of
Josef, the little servan?, slain in guard-
ing the King.

I rfelt & hand on my
turning, saw Sapl’s eves,
terror-struck, beside me.

"The King! My God! the King!” he
whispered hearsely.

I threw the candle’s gleam over every
inch of the cellar.

“The King is not here,” =ald 1.

shoulder, and
glaring and

VIL
His Majeniy Sleepn in Stirelunm.

T put my arm round Sapt’s walst and
supported him out of the cellar, draw-
ing the battered door close after me,
For 10 minutes or more we =at silent in
the dining-room. Then old Sapt rubbed
his knuckles Into his eves, gave one
great gasp, and was himself ngain, As
the clock on the mantel-pisce struck 1
he stamped his foot on the floor, saying:

“They've got the King!™

“Yes," said I, “‘all's well!” an Black
Michael’'s dispatch said., What a mo-
ment it must have been for him when
the roval sialutes were fired at Strelsau
this morning! 1 wonder when he got
the message?™"

“Tt must have been &ent in the morn-
ing,” said Sapt. “They must have sent
it before news of your arrival at Strel-
san reiached Zendia—I1 suppose it cume
from Zenda.”

“And he's carried it
I exclaimed. “Upon my
the only man whe's had a
What did he think, Sapt?”

“What does that matier?
e think, lad, now?"

1 rose to my feet.

“We muast get back,” T sanid, "and

about all day:"
hanor, T'm not

trying day!

What does

rouse overy soldier In Strelsau, ¢

HE'S RIGHT."

ought to be in pursuit of Michael be-
fore midday.”

01d Sapt pulled out his nipe and care-
fully lit it from the candle which gut-
tered on the table,

*The King may be
we #¥it here!™ T urged.
Sapt smoked on for a moment In si-

murdered while

at cursed old woman!" he broke
out. *“She must have attracted their
attention somehow. 1 the game.
They came up to kidnap the King,
and—as 1 sayv—somehow thev found
him. If vou hadn't gone to Strelsaa,
vou and T and Fritz had been in Heav-
en by now!™

“And the King?"

“Who knows where
now ?"* he nsked.

“Come; let's be off!™ said
sat still, And suddenly he
on¢ of his grating chuckles:

“By Jove, we've shaken
Michael!"

“Come, come!
Iy.

“And we'll shake him up a bit more,”
he added, a cunning smile broadening
on his wrinkled, weather-beaten face
and his tecth working on an end of his
grizzled mustache,  “Ave, lad, we'll go
bitck to Strelsau. The King shall bhe in
his capital again to-morrow.*

“The King?"

*The crowned King!

“You're mad!"” 1 eried.

“If we go back and tell the trick we
played what would you give for our
lives?"

“Just what they're worth,” said I.

“And for the King's throne? Do you
think that the noblex and the people
will enjoy being fooled as vou've fooled
them? Do you think they'll love a King
who was too drunk to be crowned, and
sent 4 servant to personate him?"”

“He was drugged—and I'm no ser-
vant."

“Mine

Hige

the King is
but he
intn

1
burst

up PBlack

I repeated Impatlent-

T

will be Bl.ck Michael’'s ver-
roge, came o me,
hand on my shoulder.

“Lad,”" he said, *if you play the man
vou may save the King vet. Go back
wund keep his throne warm for him."

*“But the Duke knows—the villnins he
hag emploved know—"

“Ave, but they can’t speak!" roared
Sapt In grim trinmph. “We've got 'em!
How can they denounce vou without
denouncing themselves?  “This is not
the King, because we kKidnaped the King
and murdered his servant.’ Can they
say that?" ’

The positlon flashed on me, Whether
Michael knew me or not he could not
speak. Unless he produced the King
what could he do? And if he produced
the King, where was he? For a mo-
ment 1 was carried away headlong; but
In an Instant the difficulties came strong
upon me.

“I must be found out,” T urged.

“Perhaps; but every hour's some-
thing. Above all, we must have a King
in Strelsau, or the elty will be Michael's
in four-and-twenty hours, and what
would the King's 1ife be worth then—
or his throne? Lad, yon must do it

“Suppose they kill the King?”’

“They'll kill him, if you don't.”

“Sapt, suppose they have killed the
King?"

“Then, by Heaven,
Elphberg as Black Michael, and yon
shall refgn in Ruritania! Bot 1 don't
believe they have: nor will they kill him
it you're on the throne, Will they kil
him to put you in?"

It was & wild plan—wilder even and
maore hopeless. than the trick we had
already carried throuvgh: but gs 1 lis-
tened to Bapt I saw the strong points in
our game. And then I was a young
man and I loved daction, and I was of-
fered such a4 hand In such a game as
perhaps never man played vet.

“I shall be found out,” 1 suid,

“Perhaps,’”” =aid Sapt. *“Come! to
Strelsau! We shall be caught like rats
in o trap if we stay here”

“Sapt," I eried, “I'll try it

“Well played!” said he.
they've left us the horses,
upe,"”

“We must bury that poor fellow,”
said 1.

“No time,"”" =ald Sapt,

“I'll do 1L."

“Hang you!” he grinned.
you o King, and— Well, do it. Go and
fetch him, while I look to the horses,
He can’t lie very deep, but I doubt if
he'll care about that. Poor little Joser!
He was an honest bit of & man.”

and lald his

ar're as good an

“I hope
Il Hii] and

“TI make

4 flain, turnlng more aod mere to a

He went out and I went to the cellar.

I raised poor Jodef In my arms and
bore him into thd passage and thence
toward the dooglof the house. Just in-
side T laid him down, remembering that
I must find spades for our task. At this
instant Sapt came up.

“The horses arewall right; there's the
own brother tel!the one that brought
vou here. PBut:yoy may save yourself
that job."”

“I'll not go before he's buried.

“Yes, vou will." |

“Not i, Coi. Sapt; not for all Ruri-
tania.”

“You fool!” midi he. "Come here.”

He drew me to the door, The moon
was sinking, byt apont 300 vards away,
coming along theiroad from Zenda, 1
mide out a party-of men. There were
seven or eight of them; four were on
horseback and the rest were walking,
and I suw that they carried long Imple-
ments, which I guessed to be spades
and mattocks, on their shoulders.

“They'll save vou the trouble,”
Sapt. “Come along.”

He was right. The approaching party
must, beyond doubt, be Duke Michael's
men, come (o remove the traces of thelr
evil work. 1 hesitated no longer, but
an irresistible desire seized me. Point-
ing to the corpse of poor little Josef, 1
said to Sapt;

“Unlonel, we
for him!"”

“You'd like to give him some com-
pany, ¢h? But it's too risky work, your
Majesty.”

"1 must have a slap at "em,"” said I.

Sapt wavered,

“Well," said

aaid

ought to strike a blow

he, “it's mot busziness,
yvou kKnow, but vou've been a2 good
boy—and if we come to grief, why,
| hang me, it 'l save us a lot of think-
ing! T'lIl sghow vou how to touch them.”

He ecantiously closed the open ¢hink
of the door, Then we retreated through
the house and made our way to the
back entrance. Here our horses were
standing. A carriage drive swept all
around the Indge,

“Revolver ready 7

“No; steel for me,” said L

“Gasd, yvou're thirsty
chuckled Sapt, *“So be it
| We mounted. drawing our swords,
| and walted silently for & minute or two,
| Then we heard the trump of men on
the drive the other side of the house,
They came to o stanid, and one cried;

“Now, then, feteh him eut!”

“Now!™ whisperad Sapt.

Driving the =purs Into our horses, we
rushed ot a gallop round the honse, and
in a moment we were among the ruf-
finng., Sapt told me afterward that he
Killed # man, and T believe him; hut 1
saw no more of him. With a cut T =plit
the head of a fellow on a brown horse,
and he fell to the ground., Then
found myself opposite a big man, and
1 was half consclous of another to my
right. It was too warm to stay, and
with & simultianeons action I drove my
spurg into my horse again amd my
sword full Into the big man’s breast,
His bullet whizzed past my ear—I could
almost swear it touched it. 1 wrenched
at the sword, but it would not come,
and I dropped it and galloped after
Sapt, whom I now saw about 20 yards
ahead. T waved my hand in farewell
and dropped it a second later with a
vell, for a bullet had grazed my finger
am! 1 felt the bload. Old Sapt turned
round in the saddle. Some one fired
agnin, but they had no rifles, and we
{W('rv out of range. Sapt fell to laugh-
ng.

“That's one to me and two to you.
with decent luek,” said he. “Little Jusef
will have company.”

“Ave, they'll he & parti carree,” sald
I. My blood waxap, and I rejoiced to
have killed them..

“Well, a pleasant night’'s work to the
rest!” sajd he, ' “I wonder if they no-
tleed yvou 2

“The big fellow did;: as T struck him
I heard him erd, ‘The King!" ™

“Good!  good? Oh, we'll give Black
Michael some work before we've done!”

Pansging an instant, we made a band-
age for my wounded finger, which was
bigeding freely und ached severelv, the
pone being much brulked. Then we
rode on, asking of our gond horses all
that was in them. The excltement of
the fight and of our great resolve died
away, and we rode In gloomy silence.
Iay broke clear and cold. We found a
farmer just up, and made him give us
sustenance for ourselves and our horses,
I, feigning toothache, mufMled my face
clogely. Then ahead agaln, till Strelse g
lay before us. It was § o'clock or near-
ing 9, and the gates were all open, as
they always were save when the Duke's
caprice or intrigues shut them. We
rode In by the siome way as we had
come out the evening before, all four of
ug—the men and the horses—wearied
and jaded, The streets were even quiet-
er than when we had gone; everyone
wits sleeping off last night’s revelry, and
we méet hardly o sonl thl we reached
the littie gate of the palace. There
Sapt's old groom was waiting for us.

“Is all well, sir?"” he asked.

“All's welll” sald Sapt, and the man,
coming to see, took my hand to kiss,

“The King's hurt!” he cried.

“It's nothing.” said I, as I dismount-
ed. *I caught my finger in the door.”

“Remember—silence!" il Snpt.
“Ah! but, my good Freyler, 1 do not
need to well you that!™

The old fellow shrugged his shoul-
ders,

“All roung men like to ride abroad
now and again; why not the King?"
gald he; and Sapt's laugh left his opin-
ion of my motives undisturbed,

“You should always trust & man,”
ahserved Sapt, fitting the key in the
lock—""just as far as vou must."”

We went in and reached the dressing-
room.  Flinging open the door, we saw
Fritz von Tarlenheim stretched, fully
dressed, on the sofa, He scemed to
have been sleeping, buot our entry woke
him. He leaped to his feet, gave one
glanee at me, and with & joyful cry
threw himself on his knees before me,

“Thank God, sire! thank God, yvou're
gafe!" he eried, stretching his hand up
to catch hold of mine.

I confess that T was moved. This
King, whatever his faults, made people
love him. For & moment I could not
bheayr to speak or break the poor fel-
low's illusion. But tough old Sapt had
no such feeling. He slapped his hand
on his thigh delightedly.

“Bravo, lad!™ cricd he.
do!™

Iritz looked up in bewilderment.
held out my hand.

“You're wounded, sire!” he exclaim-
ed.

“It's only a seratch,” said I, “but—"
1 paused,

He rose to his feet with a bewildered
air. Holding my hand, he looked me
up and down, and down and up. Then
suddenly he drvopped my hand and
reclied bacl.

“Where's the King?
King?" he cried,

“Hush, yvou fool!™ hissed Sapt.
g0 loud! Here's the King!"

A knock soumded at the door,
gefzed me by the hand,

“Here, quick, to the
with vour cap and your boots,
bod. Cover everything up.”

I did as I was bld. A moment later
Sapt looked im, nodded, grinned and
Introduced an extremely smart and def-
erential yvoung gentleman, who came up
to my bedside, bowing again and again,
and Informed me that he was of the
household of the Princess Flavia, and
that her Royal Highness had sent him
especially to inquire how the King's
health was after the fatigues which his
Majesty had undergone vesterday,

“My best thanks, sir, to my cousin,”
sald I; “and tell her Roval Highness
that T was nover better in my life.”

“The King," added old Sapt (who, 1
began to, find, loved a good lie for its
own sake), “has slept without a break
all night."

The young gentleman (he reminded
me of Osrie in “Hamlet') bowed him-
self out again. The farce was over, and
Fritz von Tarlenhelm's pale face re-
called us to reality—though, In falth,
the farce had to be reality for ue now.

“Is the King dead?" he whispered.

“Please God, no,"” said [, “Put he's In
the hands of Black Michael'”

ATo be continued )

asked Sapt.

to-night,"

“We shall
1

Where's the
“Not
Sapt

bedroom! O
Get Into

MEXICO.

Wonderful Transiormation in that
Ancient Spanish Land.

The many fantastic notions concern-
ing Mexico which have been all too eur-
rent among us are not to be wondered
at, though they are now rapldly being
removed, thanks to the excellence of
the railway and steamer service between
Mexico and this country, but our aver-
age innocence is enough, To the eternal
race prejudice add that we are too much
taken up with our own progress to know
or care much beside any save our own
interests. It i# notorious to those who
know both countries that educated
Americans are more lgnorant of Mexico
than educated Mexicans are Ignorant of
the United States, One reason is that
the Latln-Amerlcan races differ from
us materiaily in their jdeasg of diplo-
mittie service. They do not send to any
country an Embassador who would be
lost there without an interpreter, Men
are selected who agre gentlemen in ap-
pearance, who enn command the respect
of business men, and who know how to
ask for the information they desire. The
result is that Mexieo I8 steadily Inforni-
e as to the moods and wantg of this
country,

It is almost Impogsible to conceive
the change from the Mexico of 30 years
or =0 back to the Mexico of now. There
wiag no touring then, and nowhere was
travel more unsafe, There woere
railroads, no telegraphs, practizally no
commerce, and, at the bottom of all, ao
security. No man when he went to bhed,
and least of all the President, knew
what the Government would be in the
morning.

Mexico of To-day.

To-day Mexico Is as safe as our own
country—Iife, perty nmd human
righis arc as secure as with us. As for
atability., the record speas for itself.
Compare the history of Mexico with that
of other South American  Republizs,
where Dictator has succceded President,
and revolutions have followe(d each oth-
“r g0 ripidly that we, a ecommercial peo-

=t

them. Mexico, on the contrary, has hal
but one President in 285 yenrs, Some
will say that this i3 not republican, Pos-
sibly not, but It s buziness, Ope must
Le indeed carcless to call that Govern-
ment a despotism. It Is not even n
dietator=hip, but rather a Jogicsl
ternalism—a scheme which would be
bad father, but inealeulnbly  beneficial
under a good one.  And Mexico is proud
of the remarkable man who has done
what no other man of modern times has
even dreamed of dolng, and who even
now keeps a =stendying hand on the Re-
public he practically created—Porfirio
Diaz,

Gen, Diaz came to his high office by
a revolutlon, and a revolution means
dehta as well as other Inheritances not
of his own making aor choosing, There
were aceidental allies and hold-ovars to
be considered and who could not at
once he swept away, for stability is the
first need and duty of any Government.
jut Diaz has outlived nearly all his first
associates, and there is to-day in Mexico
not one figure of political prominence
who could set his face against the Gov-
ernment. The long era of dishonest offi-
cli's Is long past, There are no longer
any brigand Governors, and the traveler
of to-day meets customs officials who
would put our system, even in the great
port of New York, to shame, There is
probably no country in the New Waorld
whaose whole public service Is to-day so
serupulously clean—and this assertion
ig made neither carelessly nor {gnorant-
lyv. It is not so many vears ago that
the Republic was honeyeombed with of-
ficial corruption, but the administration
of President Diaz has never had a stain,
and has kept up a steady pressuce until
now not a State in the Repuablic is spot-
ted as to Its Joeal Government,

Municipnl Improvements.

Even to one famillar with the phe-
nomennl growth of parts of our own
West, as well as the surprising though
more conserviative development of the
EBast, it is a revelition to watch the
pace of almost every Mexican city in
muniecipal improvements, Modern wa-
ter works replace the old Spanizh aque-
ducts; modern sewerage replaces the
street sinks of centurles: rapid transit,
especially in Mexico Clty, would put to
shame many of our own cities; and the
schools, lighting and publiec buildings
generally would not be despiged in our
own country.

That the great City of Mexica has
heen able to exist for nearly 400 vears
in the bhottorm of a natural sink is the
best possible tribute to the salubrity of
the climate of Mexico. She has had
fearful epidemics in the past. and there
are not, perhaps, the best of conditions
to-day, but the lane has reached Its
turning, and Mexico is dralned by the
greatest drainage canal in the world, a
work begun in 1607, and only completed
in 1898,

It 15 not pleasant for a sojourner in
3 land of infinite good breeding to con-
fess that =0 much of the mother-tongue
as befalls his ear upon the streets Is of
the profane varlety. There are many
of the finest Lypes of American and
English manhood in Mexico, but one is
often given to wonder where they arc
Of course, the truth is they are about
their business—at the office, the mine
or what not—Ileaving the English con-
versation to be earried on In the strests
by a very different sort. Long experi-
e¢nce in the lands to the south of our
country has bred in me a vast respect
of the tolerance of the Spanish-Ameri-
can. Even the tourist, who one would
belleve to be at least representative of
his countrymen, seems to lose sight
of the fact that manv of the Mexican
gentlemen ean speak and undersiand
English as well ns he ean, and will talk
agbout “dirty greasers™ in a fashion to
hring a blush of shame to the cheeks
of his compatriots.

Street Scenes,

To the American visiting Mexico for
the first time many things will scem al-
most past belief in a country so near
our own, and yet so dissimilar. He may
at first note the costume called the
“charro,” worn by many of the rich
haclendados, but now, alas, gradually
passing and giving wny to hideous Par-
islan fashions a vear out of date. Verily,
Solomon In all his glory was not arrayed
like one of these gentlemen, who may
be seen any pleasant Sunday moraing in
the Alameda, listening to the band angd
sipping drinks, or in the aftérnoon,
mounted on magnificent horses, and
riding in the Paseo de la Reforma Lo
Chapultepec. And these gatherings ar
surely the most cosmopolitan in  the
world—the rich planter; the splendidly-
uniformed oflleer; the American trav-
eler; the Mexican senora, with her dia-
monds, her costumes from Paris or New
York; the poor barefooted Indian wo-
min, with her baby carried in her re-
boya or shawl; and the private soldier.
with his linen uniform and his cowhide
sandals form a spectacle that is strange
indeed to one accustomed to the hurry
and bustle of American cities.

The seal of Spain is upon all things
that she touched. To the thoughtful few
sldelights are more striking in history
than this vital individuality of the Span-
lard. Whatever page In  history he
opened in the New World he wrote hb
autograph across it In so virile a wu
that it has never been effaced. Thre:
centuries of change and evolution havi
failed to make it illegible. He mastercg
every country between us and Pata
gonia, and there is no land in which hi
ever settled which does not to-day bear
in its inmost being the heritage of hic
religion, his language and his soclal cus-
1oms.,

How significant this is we may better
judge when we remember that the Sax-
on, mastérful though he is, has neve
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new lands with his speech and his faith
(or lack of it), but only by filling them
with hi= own blood, never by changing
the pative. The United States, for ex-
ample, speaks English, but what Indian
tribe ever spoke English? 1In the great-
Iy vaster Spanish-Ameriea every Indian
tribe speaks Spanish, and has done so
for centuries,

It is a curious fact that no other Na=
tion in history ever produced, legiti-
mately, s0 many crosses with aboriginal
blond as has Spain. The early conguis-
todor wias human, but the hand of the
Church was always on his shoulder, In-
dividually and casually he might elude
it, but broadly he could not,

The same astonishing Individuality
which has stamped Iself forever upon
the offspring of his union with other
bloods has, when he stayed unmixed. as
remarkably preserved his family like-
ness. . Among the civilized Nations only
the Jew hands down the ancestral face
persistently through the ages.

In the face of all this American and
English capital and enterprise are the
brought about the
awakening. The great break-
water which surrounds Vera Cruz, the
Iargest port of entry for wvessels in the
Republie, was built by an English firm,
and most of the rallroad=s, public im-
provements and trolley svatems have
been installed by American flrma Tt
glves an American an idea of the mag-
nitude of his country when he enters 2
strect car In a8 Mexican City and finds
that It was built in St. Louis or Wil-
mington, Del,

Antigueied Hoteln

thére i3 the other side of the
story. The hotels are uniformily anti-
quated, from an American standpoint,
teven in the larger cities, while in the
lsmnller towns they range from bad to
worst. The lower classes of the people,
the Indians, are uniformly dirty and
sgqualid, and contact with them {3 not
pleasant, They, like many others of the
riaces which have deterforated, are

cullarly susceptible to eold, and it

Yet

Col. Bird; 24 E, Tenn,, Col. Carter: 34 B
Tenn., Col. L, C. Houk; 4th E. Tenng
Col. Robt. Johnson th E. Tenn., Col.
Shelley, and 6th E. nn,, Col. Coopery
fst Wis.,, Capt. Foster; Tth Mich, Capt.
Lamphere, and 9th Ohlo, (Capt. Wete
more; artillery, and Col. Munday's Kene
tucky cavalry., The brigade commande
ers were Gen. 8. P. Carter, Gen., Absf«
lom Baird, Gen. 1. G. Spears and ("ol.
John F. De Courcey. Cols. Coburn and
Landrum did not command brigades at
the time, but Iater were promoted to
Brigadier-Generals, Comtade Fnos
Pearson, 16th Ohlo, Wooster, ©O., will
bear me out in this as=sertion. 1 have o
large lithograph, 21 by 28 inches, show-
ing the welrd scene of the Gap the
night of the evacuntion Sept. 17, 1862;
also, dinries and historiez to refresh my
memory.—Jacob Snyder, Co. K, 45%th
Ind., Canneclton, Ind.
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Wounding of Gen. Walker, C. 8. A.

Editor National Tribune: 1 have jus€
read an article in your paper asking for
information of the wounding of Gen.
Walker, C. 8. A. On that day our bri=
gade wits under the command of Call
Howell, of one of the Wesiern rezi-
ments. He wis a white-halred old zene
tleman, whom we all respectod,
]'i‘hrnm:ll 8 mistake or bluader; wa
| heard., he took us outside the lines
There was a regiment In pits with theie
colors. Having passed them, we charz-
ed the Johnnies' pits and drove them
out. We got some prisoners. | got one
who was very fot I tool him back te
the battery, returned to my regiment,
and Just as 1 got to my company T saw
two horsemen in gray coming out of
the woods, When they saw us they
halted. Our bovs éalled out to them o
come in, but they turned, Our boys
opened five, but got hut one of thetn,
who proved to be Mal-Gen. Walker.
The one who escaped was suid to hava
been CGen. Peaureeard Gen. Wall
wald if they had known wha we w
they would have bagged the whole of
us Terry, 1 heard, gave up his
tent n. Walker, who had his leg

Gen
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amusing sizght to s=e a Mexico Ci
liceman at night, muffled in 1 ‘
coat which to us would bhe burdensomae
In zero wenther, while American ladies
pazs him ¢lad in the lightest of Sum-
mer fabries. They

pley have been unuble to Keep track of |

pa- i

frightfully dangerous In the hands of a |

simal wi rnd
would surely kill an
short time, very rarely (s
living on beans and tortiil; a kind
| tlat eike made by grinding corn
fat slab by a longer stone in the same
| primitive manner that has been 1-
lowed for centuries, amd after patting
it thin between the hands, baking It on
a plece of sheet iron over a charcoal
fire. As may be imagined, this is not a
Het conduelve grent i
strength, yet the soldiers withstand long
miwrches on it, seemingly with no 111
effects.

The restnournnts are, however, unl-
formly excellent, and if one will acous-
tom himself to the native dishes, the
cuisine will be found a very heaithful
one.  In Mexico City there are several
#o-called “American restaurants,” but |
was unable to find one where our favor-
ite wviands were anything but poorly
prepared—in fact, in most cases unfit

in & manner that
Améerican in u
E meat, but

on o
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by Mexican cooks. It is well, too, for
the traveler to avold Investlgatine the
kitchens too closely, for the =sight is not
an appetizing one.

The future of the Republic Is a great
one, but the chances for an American
without capital are practically nil. All
the arable land, all the mines, all the
great haciendas or plantations are own-
ed by capitalists, and the conditions
only go to justify the saying that “it
lakes money to make money.” The diffi-
difficulty in obtaining labor are all ele-
vets, the changed conditions, and the
difficulty in obtaining labor are all ele-
ment: which make against the small
farmer at the pregent time. There will
be, however, In the not far future a
time when the colonist will not only be
welcomed as he s now, but will be able
to sél1 his produce to advantage, aud
when the mineral resources, even now
hardly in the beginning of their devel-
npment, will add to our own wealth, as
well as enrich the sister Republie at onr
doors,

——
Very Much Off His Base.

Editor National Tribune: In his ef-
fort to answer some comrades as to the
49th Ind. being at Cumberland Gap,
June 17 to Sept. 17, 1862, Comrade S, L.
Chasteen, 6th Kyv. Cav,, Lexington, Ky.,
is greatly In error as to the troops
forming Gen. Geo. W. Morgan's Divi-
slon, Seventh Division, Army of the
Ohio, at that time. Neither the 10th
Ky., 19th and 22d Mich., 14th Ohlo nor
ist Mich. Battery were there, but the
forces at the time of the evacuation of
the Gap consisted of the 16th Ohin, Col.
IJna. F. De Courcey: 42d Ohio, (ol
Lionel F. Sheldon; 334 Ind., Col. John
Coburn; 45th Ind., Col. John W. Ray.
but then commanded by Lieut.-Coi.
James Kelgwin: Tth Ky., Col. T. Gar-
rard; 14th Ky., Col. J. E. Cochran; 19th
Ky, Col. Thos, J. Landrum, and 224
Ky., Col. Dan W. Lindsay. 1st E. Tenn.,

vork for an infinito- |

phys 8

to eat, for they were dlways prepared |

nmputate My brieade was the Sec-
and nf First Division, Tenth Corps.

Albhoert W, Crocker, Sergeant, o, D,
fth Conn., Veterans® Home, Napa Co.,
Ol

Stealing Whisky.
The National Tribune's articles on tha
curse of rum seem to be rousing the
enees of some of the comrades,
1 they are beginning to confess, Some
them In writing to The National
Tribune decire thelr names withheld. as
i they =ay that they have of inle years
been trying to act wo that the preacher
| would have something good to say of
| them when taps were sounded.
|  ©Omne comrivle sara that he does nof
| know who stole the last pig and chick-
|on, But he, while having some time
hanging heavily on his hands after cap-
turing Atlanta, watched a tent which
| seemed to be very popular with the offi-
| cers, and taking the opportunity when
| they had gone to dinner, filled hi=s can-
| teen from o barrel which he found, and
goon hml enough to raise any quantity
af trouble in his company,

Another modest and contrite comrada
writes from a town In Pennsylvania,
where he is Justice of the Peace and
goe2 to church, that he served four
| ¥ears and one month in a2 Pennsviva-
| nia regiment, taking part in 13 batties.
In the Winter of 1862, while still In
camp in Maryland, he put in 2 rainy
day watching a Lieutenant smuggle
some whisky from the tavern in town
into camp. When the Lieutenant’s baclk
was turned he got away with the demi-
john for the delectation of his own
company. He describes the dismay of
the Lieutenant. who had gone out to
invite his brother officers in to share
with him the fine liquor he had smug-
gled In. He submils to us & moral
question which we will pass on to aur
readers for decision. Was he justified
in punishing the Lieutenant’s offensa
and promoting the sobriety of the offi-
cers of the regiment in stealing the
demijohn? To-day he feels that whisky
i= the greatest curse of the world, and
whatever he may have done to contrib-
ute to the temperance of the officers of
his regiment was probably offset by the
deleterious effects upon his own com-
pany, who did not allow the whisky to
gour. He wants us to pronounce upon
the full measure of his guilt.

-
Wirz Monument.

It seems to J. H. Eastburn, First
Lieutenant. Co. E, 76th 11, Sheidon,
T, that the hovs are giving themselves
& great denl of unnecessary trouble and
worry about the Wirz monument. He
has too high an idea of the good sense
of the women of the South to think
that they mean seriously any commem-
oritlon of a brutal, cowardly villain and
a pliant tool. But if they do, what of
it? tecently a man in Detroit tried to
erect 4 monument to the devil, but was
stopped by the authorities. If the mon-
ument had been erected it would not
have helped Satan any, but would have
stood forever as a disgrace to the build-
or. The same will be true of the Wira
monument.
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I can honestly and truthfully
finest and smallest print both day

Just write me your name and
address and I will mail you my
Perfect Home Eye Tester, free.

Then when you return me the
Eye Tester with your test, I will
send you a complete five dollar
family set of my famous *‘Perfect
Vision'* spectacles for m
(which is an actual saving of $4
to you), and this will include a
pair of my handsome Rolled Gold
spectacles absolutely free of charge.

DR. HAUX SPECTACLE CO.,

| WANT AGENTS ALSO

with my Improved Home Eye Tester.
rfect satisfaction, and easily
rlfect Vision Bpeetael
agents need wo lictnse as

ily earn from
cither in their

achleved these results,

He has filleq 1

Gold Pair -

Listen! In the paw
year I received thou-
sands of letters from

spectacle wearers all over the world,
expressing their thanks and appreci-
ation, and the one I give here is a
good sample of what they all say.

The Reverend O. C. Clark, one
of the most prominent ministers in
the State of Illinois, says:

HIGHLY appreciate your famous *‘Perfect Vision’” spectacies, for

say that with them I now read the
and night, just as well as I eves

did in my life. Your spectacles are truly marvwlous.’’

NOW I WANT YOUR TESTIMONIAL ALSO, AND I
¥ THEREFORE MAKE YOU THIS SPECIAL OFFER:

This set will last yourself ana
family a lifetime.

With these famous ‘Ferfec
Vision"’ spectacles of mine you
will be able to read the finest print
just as easy as you ever did in your
life, and I will retumn your dollar
willingly if vou yourself don’t find
them to be the finest you ever
bought anywhere, at any price.

Write now for my free Home
Eye Tester. Address zs fcllows:

Haux Bid’g, ST. LOUIS, MO.
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